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Meta M. Hedemann
From 1878
FOREWORD
I have often been asked, "Why did you and your
husband leave Denmark and go so far away . .. adventuring?"
We did not go adventuring. My husband was offered a
position with a Mr. Unna, an old friend of his father's, who
owned a sugar plantation on the island of Maui, one of the
Sandwich Islands, as Hawaii was called at that time.
Mr. Unna wanted to improve, rearrange, or maybe even
build a new sugar factory. He had heard much about a very
big, modem sugar mill on one of the islands of the West
Indies, which had been built from the large Burmeister and
Wain Works in Copenhagen. As my husband was one of
the men in their office who had been constructing and
drawing plans for this big thing, he naturally had excellent
knowledge and experience in such work as erecting the
boiling house and a mill for grinding the cane. Mr. Unna
offered him the position of going out to the Islands as Chief
Engineer to superintend the erection of the new machinery
which had been ordered and made in America and sent out
to the Islands. He also wanted him to stay to see that the
whole new mill was in good running order for the entire
season.
The job would be likely to take two or three years, but
the offer was very good, with fairly good salary (for those
times) and free traveling expenses. It would give my husband
valuable practical knowledge, and also, we were young,
newly married and, with the prospect of seeing and learning
a great deal of the world, we accepted the offer. Of course, it
meant that we must give up seeing all relatives, friends, and
our home in Denmark, but after all, three years did not seem
such a long time when one was only twenty-five, so off we
went.
The foreword is only to explain why we ever left Denmark
and went so far away.
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On May the third, 1878, we left Copenhagen at noon for
Hull in England, where we arrived the sixth of May at nine
o'clock in the morning. We went directly to the railway
station to take a train for Liverpool, where we arrived the
same day at five o'clock in the afternoon. On the seventh of
May we set sail on the steamer CITY OF CHESTER of the
Inman Line for New York, and after a fairly good passage
arrived there on the afternoon of the seventeenth of May.
The next day we left New York at six o'clock in the
afternoon, arriving in St. Louis the following morning at ten
o'clock. As I had a sister, whom I had not seen for many
years, living in St. Louis, we visited with her and her
husband until the fourth of June when we left for San
Francisco. We arrived in the Bay City on the tenth of June
after a six day trip across the continent.
Trains across the continent from New York to San Francisco were at that time very primitive. There were no diners
- the trains stopped at certain stations for meals. There
were no sleepers. One had to spend the night by putting two
seats together, face to face, and with blankets and pillows,
try to get some sleep ... and one generally succeeded. Also,
there were no bathrooms, only very primitive accommodations by way of sanitation.
Traveling across the continent's prairies we saw long
covered-wagon trains drawn by mules (called prairie
schooners) in which the emigrants from the old world were
traveling across to take up uncultivated land, starting their
pioneer life. We also saw many Indian camps and lots of
Indians ... men in their war paint, and women carrying their
papooses on their backs came up to the trains when they
stopped at the different stations. They begged, and wanted
money for showing their babies. Although the trip across the
continent was long, we found much of interest in it.
On the twelfth of June we left San Francisco on the
steamer AUSTRALIA which was bound for Auckland and
Sydney but stopping at Honolulu to land passengers, of
which there were quite a number.
The top of Haleakala, on Maui, was sighted on the
morning of the eighteenth, and at twelve o'clock noon we
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reached Oahu. Young native boys came swimming out to
greet the boat, and were diving for pennies thrown out by
the passengers.
There were about eight or ten English and American
ships in the harbor of Honolulu then. Four native men
(kanakas) brought the pilot out to the AUSTRALIA in a
rowboat, and at two o'clock that afternoon we tied to the
dock which at that time was only a wooden bridge.
We went to the old Hawaiian Hotel, a small affair, but
the only one of its kind. It proved to be very expensive for
what we received, so after a day or two we moved to a very
nice, quiet, private hotel on King Street. It was kept by a
Scotch couple, Mr. and Mrs. Thomas Thrum, who gave us a
large, nice, clean and bright room, splendid food, and everything was much nicer than at the big hotel. Also, it was much
less expensive, which was important to a young couple like
ourselves.
Soon after we landed we met a Danish family, Mr. and
Mrs. Thomas Sorenson and their four children, who lived on
Alakea Street in a fine, comfortable home. They were both
Danes, but their four children were all born in Honolulu. We
had many happy times with these lovely and hospitable
people, who became our best friends and have remained so
all our lives.
As we had to wait a week or so for the boat to take us to
our destination, Hana plantation on Maui, we spent our time
getting acquainted with Honolulu and enjoying the beautiful
nature, the fine climate, and saw many beautiful private
homes, which always were surrounded by pretty gardens,
lovely, brightly colored flowers, and large flowering trees.
Every d.ay we made little excursions around the outskirts of
Honolulu, which was a very small town, mostly used for
business. It consisted of a few stores and business houses.
Families lived in the "suburbs" higher up the valleys, and out
along Waikiki Beach where, even then, people went swimming in the Pacific Ocean. Up in Nuuanu Valley we saw the
Mausoleum where the old monarchs of Hawaii had their
burying place. Up on Punchbowl, an old crater, we had a
fine view over the entire city. We went through the prison,
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saw the barracks where the "whole army" of fifty men lived,
and near by there, the king's palace surrounded by a large
garden and a high stone wall. At the park every Saturday
afternoon a very good orchestra played. It was called the
"King's Musicorchestra," and consisted of twenty-eight
native men led by a white man, an Austrian officer, who for
some reason or other had landed here and lived here with his
family for good. Sometimes we would drive along the seashore to Waikiki, Honolulu's great beach and swimming
place. There was a small white church and many grass huts
in which the natives lived. The rich people lived along the
beach, near the water; beautiful homes, with large gardens,
flowering trees, and brightly colored flowers. Other times
we would ride high up in the mountains, and from there we
had a fine view of little Honolulu, lying in the middle of
green trees and plants on the sides of the hills; the quiet little
green lakes, and the broad line of the high surf over the
coastal coral reefs, and then far out over the Pacific Ocean
(not always so pacific). There were tropical plants all over.
Palms with leaves so large and broad that a rider could find
shelter under them from the rain and the sun for both himself
and his horse. Tall, slender coconut palms, and immense
broad-leafed banana plants and innumerable other lovely
trees and plants.
On the twenty-seventh of June, a Wednesday afternoon,
we left Honolulu on a small schooner named WAIOLI which
was running between Hana and Honolulu. From Hana it
brought sugar, molasses and other cane products, and
returned to the plantation with provisions of all kinds coal, lumber, clothing, food, and also the few passengers
traveling between Maui and Honolulu. As there was no
other way of traveling between the islands at that time we
had to take this little boat, which was already more than full
of passengers, and so heavily laden that the deck was almost
level with the water. As soon as we came outside the coral
reef the wind blew very strongly and the sea was running
high. Sailing along the coast past Waikiki, rounding
Diamond Head, the sea became very rough, the waves
rolling in over the miserably small boat. As there was no
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cabin (only a small room called the captain's cabin),
everyone had to lie on deck. It was too rough to sit up. The
sixteen or eighteen passengers were all natives, men and
women, who were very jolly. They laughed, chatted,
smoked and ate poi, and all in all enjoyed themselves. Well,
they were all happy, but I was most unhappy, suffering from
seasickness, lying on the deck among all those people and in
that awful atmosphere. They all seemed to be much interested in watching me, and I really think my discomfort
helped to amuse them. Never will I forget the night when we
crossed the Molokai Channel. The high wind was howling
and shrieking, the boat rolled and tossed in all directions,
making the people roll all over the low deck and each other.
Off and on the man at the wheel gave a long whistle which
meant that everyone lying there had to give a hand in
helping to lift the heavy canvas cover over our heads while
the sea washed clear over the whole deck. This performance
took place almost every ten minutes. It was a terrible night,
everyone more or less frightened; I know I was so sick and
scared that I didn't care if I was washed overboard or not.
Finally, at ten o'clock the next morning, we came between
Molokai and Lanai, and the wind had died down entirely.
We had to lie still the whole day outside Lahaina, the sun
beating down terribly hot, and not a breath of air stirring.
Late in the afternoon we arrived at Olowalu, and the wind
came up again. By late evening we reached the southern
point of Maui, but so as to get the right wind to sail us in to
Hana, we had to cross over near the coast of Hawaii, one of
the other islands.
On the twenty-ninth of June at twelve o'clock noon we
sailed into Hana harbor. The schooner could not go in to
land and anchored outside. A couple of small boats, rowed
by natives, came out to take the passengers in to the landing.
Mr. Oscar Unna, a younger brother of the Mr. Unna we had
met in Denmark, and manager of the Hana plantation, came
out in one of the boats to meet us. With him was a Mr.
Wittrock, chemist and sugarboiler and also of Hana. They
ere both Danes, and it was a great treat to meet these two
pleasant Danish gentlemen.
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There was quite a walk from the landing up to the house
where they lived and where we were to stay until we could
get a bungalow for ourselves, and as I was quite weak and
exhausted from the terrible sea trip, the men decided to send
a cart drawn by a pair of oxen for me. In this they placed a
"rocking chair" for me to sit in, and in such "style" I made
my entrance to the wonderful Hana plantation! I do not
know which was the most awful, the sea trip or that ride in
the cart up the hill to the house, the rocking chair, the two
fat, lumbering bullocks, and the bumpy road. It was a queer
experience that I will never forget. Everyone meant well and
I survived.
The natives at the plantation had never seen a white
woman before, so a large crowd of men, women and
children had gathered to see me, and followed us all the way
up to the house, even crowding into my room with me. But
Mr. Unna got after them and shooed them out like a flock of
chickens, so outside they piled up a lot of boxes on which
they climbed and stared at me through the three or four open
windows in my room. They were like a lot of happy children
at a show. I have never known a race more like children, and
these were, oh, so happy about it all .. . talking and laughing .
But I can't say the same about myself. I certainly did not feel
happy and only wished to be back at home in Copenhagen.
However, when Mr. Unna and Mr. Wittrock came in to see
us, and brought each one a great glass of cold sparkling
champagne, we both felt a lot better.
Hana was really a very pretty place, and we succeeded in
getting a modest little bungalow which consisted of a sitting
room, dining room, bedroom, a small kitchen and an
"outdoor" bathroom. Everything was very small and exceedingly simple, but it was "home."
The house was right in the middle of an open field. There
was a verandah along one side of it, and as there was no
railing around it, it often happened that horses and cattle
that had been grazing in the field would stand outside,
looking in through the open doors. It was funny to see a big
cow's or horse's head staring in the doorway, but they were
easily chased away. Also, the house was quite high up on a
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hill, and we had a lovely view of the plantation, the beautiful
mountains, and the brilliant blue ocean. It was a strange and
very different life we were living then from the one we had
left in Denmark, but we felt that as we were young and
together, everything would be all right. Soon we were settled
in the place which was to be our home for three years, circumstances changing it to six.
My husband started the work of grinding in the old mill
as the new equipment had not yet arrived. The cane was
ripe, and it had to be done then. Grinding season was a busy
time. The engineer, the sugarboiler and chemist, all the
natives who worked in the fields cutting cane and loading it
onto big carts drawn by oxen, and all the other people who
worked in the mill and boiling house, were at work from
four o'clock in the morning until five o'clock in the
afternoon ... a long day.
And a long day it was for me, all alone. I was the only
white woman there, and three white men were the only
others of that "color" in Hana. All the other people on the
plantation were native Hawaiians who were kind, childish,
happy-go-lucky people. I had to learn a little of their
language, as they didn't know any English at all, and
mastered maybe a dozen or two of their Hawaiian words ...
in connection with using my hands and gesticulating a great
deal I managed to get along fairly well. The native women
were very indolent, in plain words, "lazy. They liked to
come to the house and look at me, watching me all the time.
I thought that by watching they could learn to be of some
help to me, but when I asked them to do something, as I did,
they couldn't seem to understand how or why they should
do it and would disappear. However, they were very kind
and nice, and wanted to give me presents all the time ...
such as leis of flowers, rare little beads, or certain kinds of
fruit, which of course I did not like. One old Hawaiian man
came one day, riding from a place about eight miles away, to
see me, "that wonderful wahine haole," as I was called.
When he came up on the verandah, he actually crawled over
to where I sat, laughing and greeting me with "aloha nui"
and put in my lap a little bundle wrapped in ti leaves. It was
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some fruit called rose apples, little round, yellow, leathery
looking fruit, as a great gift for me. They tasted terribly, like
some perfumed hair lotion smells, but of course I had to
show my appreciation by eating one of them and told him
they were very fine.
The first great excitement we had a short time after our
arrival was a visit by the King. His Majesty King Kalakaua
came to Hana, where he had a cottage he visited off and on.
Of course he stayed for the evening and night at Mr. Unna's
house. He brought with him a whole army of servants,
including his own private cook who, with all his helpers,
took possession of the kitchen, and prepared and cooked the
entire dinner. The plantation had a Hawaiian cook by the
name of Makua, but this night he did not have command of
the kitchen. A long table was set in the dining room, seating
about eighteen people. There were only the three white men
(Unna, Wittrock and my husband) and one white woman
(myself) at the table, the rest were all natives. Of course they
were the higher class, such as chamberlains, ministers, and I
don't know what all, belonging to the royal household, and
several of them had brought along their Hawaiian wives. I
had the great honor of being taken in to dinner by the King
and seated at his right hand. Kalakaua carved the immense
turkey, asking me which part of the bird I preferred, and in
every way I was served first. The King spoke perfect English,
and acted in all ways as a high class white gentleman. After
dinner he and I went into the little sitting room, entertaining
each other the best way we could. The King, who was really
a very intelligent and well read man, was much interested in
hearing me tell about Denmark and as well as I could of
Danish conditions. We found a large album with photographs of the works of Bertel Thorvaldsen, our great
Danish sculptor, and the King was very much interested. I
was greatly surprised to hear him talk about some of the
works, and how well he was posted on the old northern
mythology. While we had our interesting little talk, my
husband, Unna, and Wittrock enjoyed talking with the rest
of the dinner party, among which were some fine looking men
and women. After a while the King went to talk with my
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husband, and seemed quite interested in him. Later on in the
evening he took my husband aside and said: '"Now, Mr.
Hedemann, my people, the kanakas, their women, and all
the hula girls will come in here, and there will be hula
dancing, singing, and a generally lively and gay time. When
my people get started, they sometimes get a little too lively.
Of course, they do it to entertain me and my household, and
it is perfectly harmless, but not exactly anything for your
young wife to be at, so I will say that you had better take her
over to your own home."
It was terribly nice and considerate of the King, but I do
think my husband would have very much preferred to stay
and see the "gay life." However, when I said that he should
return to the party, he would not do it and stayed home with
me. It was so thoughtful of him.
We became quite used to the kind of life we were living in
Hana. My husband attended to his work and I to mine,
looking after my little home, and doing all kinds of work
that I had never dreamed of doing before in my life. Of
neighbors, with whom we could think of associating, we had
only the manager of the nearest plantation, a Mr. Clark, and
his wife who was part white and part native. Clark was a
white man, Canad:an, I think. This plantation, "Kipahulu,"
by name, was about twelve or fourteen miles from Hana,
and to get there we had to cross a couple of palis, several big
mountain streams, and all on horseback along a narow path
cut out on the side of the mountain. The streams we had to
cross were at times so swollen that the horses had to swim
across while we riders had to draw our legs up across the
saddle, so as not to get them wet. However, this did not
happen often, only after very heavy rains, and we quite
often took this ride, as it was the only diversion we had, and
I must say, I loved to go riding.
Speaking of very heavy rains, it happened sometime that
the rain fell so heavily that everything was flooded. One day
I remember we had a terrific shower. It came down like a big
waterfall on the side of the hills. That morning the old
Hawaiian man who brought milk up to our house in a little
tin bucket appeared in the kitchen without a stitch of
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clothing on ... just as naked as the day he was born . . . with
the exception of wearing a hat. Water dripped from his
brown body, and laughing and chatting to me he finally took
off his hat to show me that his pants and shirt were stuffed
inside, so that when the rain stopped he would have dry
clothes to put on. He was very proud over this "nui loa
maitai" idea of his, but I was too taken by surprise to join in
his delight.
Oh, we had many little, funny experiences! One day,
sitting quietly on my verandah sewing, I heard a great yelling, shouting and cracking of whips. Natives, both men and
women on horseback, and naked little youngsters, were running and skipping around below on the road that passed by
our house. My husband sent a Hawaiian boy with a message
saying for me to watch the road as Princess Ruth would be
passing by. She had come up from Honolulu on the boat and
was going to drive out to the place the King and Queen had
about three or four miles from the plantation, and which the
royalty used off and on when tired of city life in Honolulu,
such as it was. Well, that was all the noise I had been hearing
- the arrival of Princess Ruth. So, up on the railing I
climbed (we had at last gotten a railing put around the
verandah), to be able to see the procession. At last came a
big cart drawn by four big bullocks, and in the cart on a
mattress was an immense hulk, rolling from side to side. To
me it looked like an elephant, and imagine my surprise when
I saw that the big rolling bundle was a native woman,
dressed in a gay holoku and lying flat on the mattress on the
bottom of the cart, and that THIS was Princess Ruth! She was
so large, weighing I should say about three hundred pounds,
so that she could not sit up in the cart, and of course she
could not ride horseback. I don't think any horse could carry
her.
On the second of November, 1878, a great and happy
event took place in our lives. Our dear son, Ferdinand, was
born, and life did seem so much brighter and made us so
much more contented. Not that we were not content, we
were really very happy, although I did often have some bad
spells of homesickness. But now we had our darling baby,
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and it meant so much to us to have him. It gave me much to
do, taking care of him besides doing all the housework, but I
could not let anyone else help me with him. I could not bear
to have any native touch him, although they were crazy
about him and came to see me, asking to see that beautiful
"keiki haole" with the blue eyes and fair hair.
When the baby boy was about ten months old, my poor
husband was taken ill with inflammatory rheumatism, and
as there was no doctor in Hana or anywhere on that part of
Maui, we had to get him down to Honolulu to the hospital.
So, when the schooner came on one of her weekly trips to
Hana, he was taken on board in this way: The carpenter
made a wooden box, looking much like a coffin, and in this
he was carried by six natives from the house and put on
board the schooner. Of course, I went with him, and as I had
nobody to leave the baby with, we naturally had to take him
with us. It just happened that King Kalakaua and Queen
Kapiolani, with several ladies-in-waiting and gentlemen, had
been on Maui and were going back on the same boat.
Luckily it was a larger boat than the one that took us to
Hana on our arrival the year before, but still there were no
cabins and everyone had to lie on deck. My husband, lying
in his box, was put in a sheltered place on deck. Aft on the
deck was spread an immense mattress with pillows and fine
warm blankets. I was very sick, and the captain took me
over to where they were and told me to try to go to sleep. It
was then about six or seven o'clock in the evening. I could
not sleep, and tossed around, and what was my surpris~
when at once I found that my friend the King was stretched
out side by side with me. The comfortable arrangement was
meant for him. He was as surprised as I was, I think, and
turned around to ask me, "Are you sick, eh?" to which I
answered, "Of course." Well, he took one of the numerous
pillows, put it under my head, and rolled a warm blanket
around me. Then he turned his back on me saying, "Go to
sleep, then you will feel better." He certainly did not wait
long in going to sleep, and, oh! how he snored!
I could not sleep, worrying over my sick husband and
wondering where the baby was. I called the captain and
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asked him where the baby was. He laughed and answered,
"Don't worry over him, the Queen and three of her ladies are
taking care of him and feeding him on poi." I was too sick to
move or pay much attention to anything or anybody, and
after a long while went to sleep. So there we were, spending
the night in a queer way. My husband in his box, I sleeping
next to a big snoring King, and my baby being fed and taken
care of by the Queen; everything taking place on the deck of
a little schooner crossing the Pacific Ocean. Luckily the
ocean was smooth and quiet that night.
The next evening we reached Honolulu, and after
landing, natives came to the dock to carry my husband in his
box to the hospital. Mrs. Sorenson met us also and took me
and the baby to the hospital in a hack. As there were no
nurses at the hospital, I stayed with my husband to take care
of him. It made quite a good deal of work, as I also had my
baby to take care of, but there were two good doctors and
some native stewards who helped bathe him, clean the room,
and do the really hard work. After about two months we
had the happiness to have him well again and were able to go
home to Hana.
Gradually we settled down to normal life. My husband
was always busy. It was grinding season, and he was putting
up new machinery and had to be here, there, and everywhere, superintending everything. When the grinding season
was over, there were generally a couple of months when he
had not much to do, and he spent that time improving our
little home. Rooms had to be added to the few we had, as the
family had increased to four children during the five and a
half years we were there. When there was nothing else to do,
he took to photographing and made many pictures of everybody and everything. I now have some very funny and interesting pictures of some terrible looking people who were
imported as field laborers. They came from the Solomon
Islands or New Hebrides, and were called Levalevas. They
were really quite savage with awful looking kinky red hair,
and when in the evenings they lighted a great bonfire and
danced around it, naked, beating tins and drums, screaming
and yelling (which was their way of singing), it was quite
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uncanny. One evening there was an unusual noise and
commotion in their camp, which was halfway between Mr.
Unna's house and ours and a little below, and as it was about
nine o'clock when everyone as a rule was asleep, the men
thought they had better see what the trouble was. At that hour,
with all the lanterns and torches flashing around camp, and
the terrific noise and crying, we knew something unusual
was happening. Everybody from the plantation, whites (there
were a few more now), natives, Levalevas, and even a few
Chinese were around. It seems that two of the Levalevas
were fighting about a woman, and as they of course were
more savage than human, it ended by one of the fighters, a
big burly fellow, grabbing a cane knife and literally cutting
the other fellow to pieces. He cut his hands, arms, leg, and
wherever he could get him, finally leaving him almost dead
when he, the murderer, saw the police coming. The
wounded man died almost immediately from loss of blood,
while the one who attacked him slipped away in the crowd.
Nobody saw where he went. All night there were men over
the whole place searching for him, police and citizens, on
foot and on horseback! Finally, when daylight came, he was
found lying quietly under a large tree which was standing
right outside our bedroom window! Imagine us sleeping
peacefully, with a savage murderer sitting outside under our
window. Well, it wasn't long before they caught him,
although he ran as fast as he could up towards the
mountains. He was taken to the plantation prison until the
boat came, then he was sent to the Honolulu prison. Whatever became of him I never knew and did not care. Ohl these
people were terrible, and would do the most awful things.
For instance, they made great big holes in the lobes of their
ears, carrying anything in these holes from big flowers to
their pipes! We have a picture of one of them carrying a little
dead rat in his ear. They liked very much to dress up in white
men's clothes, whether they fitted them or not, and were
aazy about hats. Some would wear three or four, one on top
of the other. They had a kind of religion, and, of course,
their own idols. When they saw a certain kind of butterfly,
never mind where they were, or what they were doing, they
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dropped everything to fall on their knees and pray. They did
not stay long on the plantation; I don't think they were very
good laborers. After a while Chinese were imported, and
they lasted the remaining ten years we were there. Also, the
Portuguese from the Azores came to the Islands. They were
nice people and made it possible for me to get some decent
help as there were many women and girls, the men having
brought their wives and families.
There were not any amusements for us few white people,
although there had come to the plantation a few white
couples with whom we could have social gatherings and
entertainment. But there were no other white children than
our four boys, aged five and a half, four, three, and one and
a half. We could not get anywhere except on horseback, so
~quite often we went riding together, each of us with a little
boy on the saddle in front of us, and one hanging on to me
from behind.
Time passed quickly as we were both busy, my husband
in the mill putting up and arranging all the new machinery
and training the laborers, most of whom did not know
much. Mr. Unna enlarged the plantation, taking up land and
planting more and more cane, and every year the entire
factory became larger and better in every way, so there was
always much to do during cane season with many improvements to be made between. My husband in his leisure time
took up photography, a hobby that gave him and all of us a
great deal of pleasure. Now we have many of the pictures he
took of the olden days in Hawaii. He made himself a darkroom
and did all of the developing, printing, and finishing himself.
There are some very interesting pictures among those we
have today. . . from different places, and showing some of
the different people who came around as laborers in the
fields from time to time . . . Southern Islanders, Chinese,
Portuguese, and even a small colony of Scandinavians.
As I say, we were busy people, time went fast, and before
we knew it we had spent six years on Maui. We found now
that it was time for us to make a change, get back to civilization and live among people of our own kind and race.
Besides, our children grew to the age where at least the two
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older ones should start to kindergarten. All of them needed
to associate with and know about the other white children in
the world, whom they didn't really know existed. As everything in the mill was now in fine running order, working
well, thanks to my husband's cleverness and faithful attention, he was really not needed any more, and we decided to
leave. We sold all our furniture, packed our trunks, said
goodby to friends and foes, and with our family sailed to
Honolulu. By this time there was a fairly good steamer
connection with Honolulu once a week. After our arrival
there, my husband saw Mr. Alexander Young, the manager
of the Honolulu Iron Works where the machinery for the
different plantations was made. Mr. Young had met my
husband several times, and was much interested in him. So,
when he heard that we had left Hana for good and intended
to return to Denmark for a position in a large beet sugar
factory, he would not hear of our leaving. He said that my
husband was just the man he wanted to take charge of the
drawing and construction department at the Honolulu Iron
Works as he had both the practical and theoretical knowledge, and had just finished such a fine work in Hana. The
offer he made my husband was very good, and he accepted.
So we remained in Honolulu, and although we were
somewhat disappointed to have to give up going back to
Denmark, we have never regretted staying. It opened up a
new life for us, giving my husband a chance to use his
splendid ability and knowledge of his work. It made our
lives full of interest, and the Islands were the real home for us
and our children for the rest of our lives. We have had a very
successful and interesting life, traveled much and seen many
places in the Orient, Europe, and America, and had many
pleasant visits in Denmark with old friends, relatives and
acquaintances.
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